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body while their hearts were with Jane afar.
Instead of appealing to them with a play as
closely resembling what they were used to as
would be compatible with its being poetry, he
decided to give them something which would
challenge their hostility with every line. The
motive of <TAe Poison Flower^ as he calls the
new piece, must seem to them wild, exotic and
obscure. An Elizabethan would have found it
all obvious enough, for his age knew all the
gamut of unhappy love from the deep bass
notes of realism to the highest and most in-
tense cry of lyric passion. It knew that ro-
mantic art alone when in its wildest and most
fantastic mood can give us these lyric intona-
tions. The Londoner, on the other hand, can
only open his eyes and murmur, "The man
must have been mad when he wrote that."
The audiences that loved Benjonson's Masks,
Chapman's Bussy D'Ambois or the love scenes
of Old Fortunatus would have wished for more
numerous set passages of poetic oratory, and
more audacious metaphors; the Victorian
public, on the other hand, by the mouth of a
morning paper accustomed to pronounce its
mandates, asks for more "matter of fact"
conversations. Yet Dr. Todhunter may, on
the whole, congratulate himself upon having
gone as near success as could be expected. In